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The little things 


Author's Notes: 
Its really late and | wrote this in about forty minutes, so forgive any spelling mistakes. Not much substance 


here, but sometimes its just nice to reflect on my favorite fake couple. 


It was usually the little things..the things that could just barely make his hair stand on end.. 


The gentle hand on his chin, directing his face up to receive soft kisses around the edges of his mouth. The 
rough yank on his hair, urging his face up to be assaulted with bites to his bottom lip. He used to be 
embarrassed at his yelps and moans. He used to try to keep them in. He didn't bother anymore. 


The press on his lower back, pushing him into a broad chest against which he fit perfectly. Warm arms 
wrapping what seemed like every inch of him. Holding him together, blowing him apart. Whichever really. 


The smell of clean laundry and a suspicious lack of cigarettes begging him to press closer. The smell of Bacardi 
begging him to taste. The pressure of a chin atop his head, mocking his stature. Simultaneously telling him they 


were meant to be. 


The sight of a twin bed meant for one on a tour bus meant for five. Pretending to pick a bed knowing full well 
he would end up in another. Every night. Every day. Being caught trapped under a heavy weight and wiry limbs; 
being the one doing the trapping. Who cared about a sore back or a knot in his neck? He didn't even know if he 


could fall asleep alone anymore. 


Long fingers tucking his hair behind his ears like an attentive mother. Long fingers touching, playing, braiding, 
petting, accepting no dissuasion. He could throw a petulant glare. It wouldn't matter. He could be truthful and let 
his eyes droop in ecstasy as those fingers grazed the back of his neck and held him captive in bliss. 


That voice, more distinct than any he had ever heard. Convincing him, taunting him, telling him pretty things, 
whispering right next to his ear. He felt almost neglected if he didn't feel teeth somewhere on his ears or neck 
at such proximity. Never pressing too hard at moments like those, instead settling for teasing nips and licks. 


Blood rushing to his cheeks when he couldn't deny he wanted more. 


A firm grip on his waist. On his hips. Steadying him, letting him know someone was there. Reaching around to 
stroke his tummy, testing until he inevitably squirmed and ground out that it tickled too much to bear. 


Arms around his shoulders on stage. Heads pressed together. Hands mimicking clumsily his notes on the guitar. 
He leaned back, imagining he could feel a heartbeat behind his own. He never really could. But he could after 
the show. Laying on a couch, ear listening carefully, pressed against a damp t-shirt. Then he could hear a 


heartbeat and practically fall asleep to it. 


Breakfast cooked before he could even climb out of bed. He would still eat it even when he felt sick and 


hungover. Otherwise he would be fussed at until he ate anyway. 
Never being alone. Never being abandoned. 
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Janne peeked in the bedroom. Alexi was still curled in a lump under the sheets and blankets. The brunette 


quietly opened the door the rest of the way and strode to sit on the edge of the bed. 
"Mmmoph." The blonde hair which had been visible receded deeper into the cocoon 


"Baby." Janne laid down and draped an arm over his boyfriend's shrouded form. It didn't take long before Alexi 
started shifting slowly, managing to get his head poking out and giving Janne his best drowsy frown. 


"Janne. You woke me up." He frowned deeper, which only added to the comical effect in Janne's opinion 


"Why yes, | did. really would like to see your face while there's still daylight left” Janne chuckled, eliciting a 


half-hearted groan from Alexi. Janne put a hand on the side of the small guitarists face, his thumb stroking 
his cheek affectionately. 


"C-can | have a good morning kiss?" Alexi mumbled, blushing slightly. 


"Of course you can have a good afternoon kiss. Do you even have to ask?" Janne pecked the blonde's forehead, 


smiling. 
"But..that doesn't count!" Alexis blue eyes were wide open now, piercing in their intensity. 


‘Oh..was that not up to your specifications Prince Laiho?" Janne leaned in again, letting a hand work it's way 


into Alexi's hair while his tongue made it's way into his mouth. 


"Come back into bed? It's cold without you.." Alexi pouted when Janne pulled away, giving puppy dog eyes. A 
tempting offer. 


Small hands emerged to pull at the hem of Janne's shirt. 


"Alright." Janne gave in and slid back in next to Alexi, pulling him in and biting his shoulder. "But after this, we 
both get up." He said firmly. 


Janne thought of the one little (blonde) thing that could always make his hair stand on end. 


